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Author's Notes: 
Smutty one shot, featuring dom Steve with is rare for me (and ofc power bottom Bruce cause what else), 


enjoy and do leave a review if you like it! Set in the early to mid 80s, ‘82-'B5-ish. 


"How about now? You still ‘fuckin’ ‘ate me’, Harry?" 


Steve grunted in reply, the taunting words only serving to egg him on, its lascivious tone sending shivers down 
his spine. And it wasn't the only thing making him tremble, as the singer tightened his legs around his pelvis. 
Hooked them over the small of the bassist's back to pull him closer. Steve's arms shook underneath his own 
body weight, watching Bruce's coy smirk as he pulled his thighs up more against his own body. His insides 
tightened almost painfully around the older man's length, it made him stars burst before his eyes. 


"F-fuck ye." he hissed defensively, beads of sweat trailing down the sides of his face to drip off of the tip of 


his nose. 


He watched them land on Bruce's chest, disappearing in the thick carpet of chest hair. Steve didn't move for a 


moment, holding still and trying his best to restrain himself. If he lost control now, Bruce had won. And he 
hated losing. Clutching at the bed sheets with both hands, Bruce's strands of hair tangled between his fingers, 
he pressed his hips into Bruce; feeling the plump ass cheeks against his upper thigh area He would be ashamed 
to admit he had constant dirty dreams and fantasies about these moments when they were apart. He gritted 


his teeth, as if snarling at what that might hint towards. 


"You should, how about you get on with it," the singer drawled, heavy lidded - dazed amber eyes coyly begging 


for more. 


Steve's breath hitched in his throat, and he felt the younger man's rock hard member twitch between them. 
He knew Bruce wanted this as much as he did, as intensely. But he was better at hiding it. Still, the bassist 
withdrew as much as the singer's strong legs would allow, pulling halfway out and moaning at the feel of the 
smooth inner walls clutching him tightly. He held still for a couple of seconds, then he thrust. All the way back 
inside in one short, powerful stab. Forcing his own eyes To remain open, he watched at the other man's nose 
scrunched up. Lips parting to let out a guttural whimper. But the smile was still there, the dimples on full 
display even as Bruce's eyes slid shut when Steve pulled back, only to fill him again. 


"Fuck, S-steve.." he moaned, his voice husky and breathy, hands coming up to find anything to cling to. 


One arm larked itself under Steve's own, sharp nails digging into the shoulder blade on the opposite side for 
support. The other came to rest against the back of the bassist's long neck; fingers weaving through the thick 
curls. Steve did his best to hold his arms up, but the more friction he picked up; the more wobbly they 
became. He could no longer control the muscles or the tremors, so he slowed his thrusts into a steady rut to 
lean down onto his forearms. Bruce whined in disapproval, eyes fluttering open momentarily and brows 
furrowed. Steve tried to catch his breath, his thumb grazing the other man's plump bottom lip before he 
repositioned himself to level his weight. 


Then he moved again; hips snapping faster this time. Bruce was if possible even tighter now; and Steve felt his 
head pounding with strain. He felt the leaking, hard length of Bruce's own cock rubbing against his skin, trapped 
between both their bellies. He molded his body to the singer's, making sure it was stimulated as they continued 
to move against one another. Bruce's hips went up towards him; strong leg muscles propelling him even deeper 


inside from behind. The older man felt he could lose his mind like this, and he didn't want to stop it. Damn the 


consequences. 


Feeling himself begin to lose control, Steve dropped his head forward to bury it at the side of Bruce's neck 
The singer immediately tilted his own head to the side; making the area fully available. Offering himself up. 
Steve didn't miss it, and he began to teeth and nibble at the area, along the pulse point. He tasted Bruce's 
sweat, the musky tang of arousal. Left angry, purple bitemarks in his wake. His hips were working in a frenzy 
now, slamming himself into the smaller man and trying to catch enough air in between the biting so as not to 
choke himself. Beneath him, Bruce squirmed and writhed, and keened. His pleasure noises were high pitched in 


nature, irregular and delirious. 


It made Steve's head spin, blocking out the rest of the world. All he could focus on was Bruce. His needy 


sounds, the feel of his sweat damp skin and the course brush of body hair. How tight he was, and he felt 
Bruce's hefty balls against the base of his own dick on each impact. He'd never once thought that would 
somehow turn him on. He felt himself lose his rhythm, the shivers beginning to take ahold of him; the tingles 
of orgasm seeping into the pit of his belly before dropping lower. It made his balls taut, made his legs quake. 
He was so close, he could taste it; his toes already curling. He winced and groaned when Bruce's hand slipped 


against his sweat soaked back; leaving a burning trail of scratches behind. 
"S-steve.. fuck.. I'm." 


Steve knew what that meant, and he felt Bruce arch against him, the dick between them grinding fervently 
against his abdomen. Leaving traces of precum clinging to his chest hair. Forcing himself to abandon Bruce's 
neck, the bassist's eyes fell upon the man's face. He watched Bruce's mouth hanging wide open with the 
quivering bottom one; eyes screwed shut. Stray hairs clinging to his cheeks. Five o'clock stubble. The build up 
began and he could do nothing to stop the impending climax. He felt Bruce's inner walls clench; heard the 
unsteady whines leaving his throat. Felt the tug on his own hair as the singer's hand grabbed the curls at the 
base and yanked. 


The bassist felt the burn along his scalp; shooting down his spine to stab at his groin. He felt every muscle in 
Bruce's body go taut beneath him; felt the singer's insides clamp down on him impossible hard until he almost 
couldn't thrust at all. A sharp, short cry and warm, sticky seed released between their already drenched 
bodies. Upper lip curling, Steve felt his eyes roll back into his head. He shuddered full body and forced his 
pelvis to give a couple of quick, rough stabs. And he came. Hard. Burst after burst of thick cum, emptied as 
deep inside of the other man as his dick would physically go. He held still, let it happen, and when it was finally 
over, he collapsed on top of the singer with a soft whine. 


They laid like that for a moment, both men catching their breaths and Steve almost startled when he felt the 
singer's hands caress his back. Stroking it gently, almost as if he was attempting to soothe him. It confused 
him, but he was too exhausted to will himself to move or roll off of Bruce. Finally, the bassist rose halfway up 
on one elbow, pulling his softening dick out of the other man. The singer gasped softly, but his eyes remained 
shut. 

"Still hate me?" he chuckled as if feeling the bassist's gaze on him, still notably out of breath. 

Steve rolled his eyes, looking away and feeling the heat bleed into his cheeks. 

"Sod off," he muttered under his breath, but he did feel a small sting of guilt. 


"Do you?" asked Bruce, seemingly more insistent and clearly not satisfied with the answer he got, because now 


his eyes were open and demanding. 
Steve bit his bottom lip, sighing softly through his nose. He could tell the other man was still hurt. 


"No. | couldn't," he finally admitted, shaking his head, still pressed up against the younger man as the singer's 


legs refused to budge and release him. 

"Good." 

Bruce's smile was back then, twisting the corners of his lips upwards accompanied by those dimples, and it was 
infectuous as Steve found he was smiling right back. He felt the flush of his own face, but didn't resist it 


when Bruce's hand slid from its spot at his nape down the side of his cheek to cup his jaw. 


"Perhaps, if we were to shag more regularly, I'd get you to admit it more often," he chuckled in amusement, 


and Steve snorted at the notion 


Still, he didn't resist when he was pulled down for a sweet kiss. 


